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| was rudely awakened by a telephone ringing near my ear. Recently | started to fall asleep at work. Nothing 
similar has even happened before. Oh well, | guess its my age. Sadly, I'm not a young boy anymore - I'm a 
fifty four year old man that gets jokingly called ‘baba yaga' by his co-workers. For most part, working at the 
morgue sucked camel dick. But, people tend to find ways of making work more appealing. In this case, well, you 


get what l'm talking about. 


Lazily, | stretched my arm, trying to grab the phone in order to answer. Once | managed to grip the said item, 
| placed it near my ear, hearing a "we received a new body". The thought of a fresh corpse under my wing 
made my lower abdomen tense. It was perhaps, like a lottery: will the corpse resemble a sleeping beauty or 
turn out to be looking grotesque and making my stomach turn. Nonetheless, | managed to have fun with both 
types of specimen. 


After a few seconds of staring into the void, | decided to tidy myself up for the corpse. For me, the whole 


process was perhaps like an analogue to a date: | instantly felt anxious, butterflies invading my stomach, my 
mouth went dry and it was overall really challenging to keep calm. Everything needed to be perfect. 


| quickly stood up from behind my work desk, pushing the chair away slightly. | stepped lightly towards the 
table the said corpse would be soon lying on. As | did so, | gingerly raked my calloused fingers through my still 
gorgeous, despite my age, fiery red curls, combing them slightly with that action, in order to tie a loose but 
tidy ponytail. After that, | reached down slightly and tugged the edges of my laboratory coat, getting rid of 
pleads. Just as the cold emanating from the table's surface was perceived by my skin, | shuddered with 


excitement, my dark with lust fox eyes gleaming from behind my glasses. 


It was the sound of the doors opening that made my heart skip a beat. Although, my visage remained ice-cold. 
My lower jaw parted slightly as | exhaled warm carbon dioxide past my slightly chapped lips, in attempt to blow 
a strand of hair out of my face. | was clearly on edge of emotion. Until | saw who brought the corpse in 

"Are you alive?!" | heard the blonde man thunder, while wheeling the body in, his eyes set on me the whole 
time. "How does it feel to be alive?!" was accompanied with a hysterical laughter. | couldn't help but roll my 
eyes. | hated Hetfield with a bloody passion. He was what, two years younger than me, but still had the brains 
of a five year old? He was that kind of guy at work that pulled pranks nearly everyday. | still want to choke 
him for putting my iPod in jello. Fucking twat. 


My lips twitched into a snarl for a split-second, as | desperately was in need of channeling my anger. | needed 
to get rid of this dumbass, pronto. Showing my clear irritation, | hurried to put on a pair of rubber gloves, so 
| could help James with placing the body on the examination table. The fabric of the gloves snapped against my 
wrinkly skin quite painfully, as | cringed, approaching the body from the other side and slipped my hands 
underneath the thick bag hiding it. On a count of three we both managed to flop it onto the metal surface with 


a loud thud reverberating the chamber. 


| was shaking from anticipation, yet knew that unzipping the body bag with the blonde present was quite risky. 
None of the other employees knew what | did to the corpses | was brought. "Why are you so grumpy?" 
James's slightly disappointed voice brought me back to reality, as | stared his husky blue eyes down, while 
grumbling back a "Why do you have a boner?" Wait to go, Dave, answering questions with questions, like a real 


ginger jew you are. 


| witnessed James shift uncomfortably on his feet, clearly feeling caught and embarrassed. That only fueled 
my confidence, as | felt somewhat a winner here. Without hesitation, | brought my hand up to the zip and 
pulled it down, revealing my prize. | couldn't help but swallow the clot in my throat at the sight. 


Now | understood why Hetfield was aroused. Before me lay a body, which's resemblance with an angel was 
uncanny. It was a boy, about seventeen-eighteen years old, with doe-like eyes, prominent nose and long, honey 
blonde hair. | felt how blood rushed down to my dick instantly, making it harden with each moment that | kept 


scanning the young man's features. 


"Yeah well.. I'll leave you two alone then" | heard James nervously exclaim. To which, without even turning my 


head towards him, | replied. "You can stay if you want to." There was a brief pause before | ended my thought 
with a softer tone to my voice. "And | know you do, Hetfield” 


